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go t rulur for (Iiom-- . Pltcitdl."
"II j. si ever beard o( tin nlher

tbswl. A is. !il I ':" ni.e 1 I 1. m e i .t,i

The i uttered n shrill ir.v. Ilftel
hl halo! nUne hi hc.ul ..1111 lied
down III. terp sios' tlcil i) lioitl nil
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ttls ow ii !oiil.ey. even his :ie.

The bil Pb k saw of his en ant wits
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the plain fur lielow. It disii'peaiil hi
a grove of l.'iiuiii iials Over In (lie fur
eat lay llie blue h.iKe that was
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0. F. .Smith was a Sunday guest at
Alfnd Buck's,

Mr. Samuel Sivera is spending a
week in New York.

Mini Merguerite Clark is spending a

few tlaya in New York.

Arthur (lagnon had the misfortune
to break an arm laid week.

Mrs, A. F. Hump is visiting her son,
Marlic Seymour, in Poultney.

Mr. Bnd Mrs. Joseph Conroy have
relumed from their wedding trip.

Mr, (jates of Gardtier, Mass., spent
the week-en- d with friends in town.

Mrs. C. I). dilehriht has returned
from a two weeks' visit in New York.

St. James Guild met with Mrs.
Frank Stubenrauch on Friday after-
noon.

Harry SerivenB of Troy, spent the.

week-en- d with Mr. and Mrs. James I

Cullman.
Mrs. Charles Charleton and Miss

Agms Ilnbinson spent a day in Ben-

nington reeently.
Mr. and Mrs. Collins of Gardner,

Mass., were week-en- d guests of Mr.

and Mrs. Alfred Ruck. x

Miss Harriet Hillings has returned
to New York after spending the sum-

mer at her home here.
Miss Statia Keough of Bennington,

pent Sunday with her parents, Mr.

and Mrs. Piehard Keough.
Mr. and Mrs. George B. Cooledgc of

Pennington, spent Sunday with his

mother, Mrs. Frances Cooledge.
Mrs. William Hitchcock and chil-- j

(Iron of Manchester Center, were re- -
j

rent guest of her parents, Mr. and

Mrs. J. P. Lakin.
Mr. and Mrs. Hobart Pierce and

Mrs. Pert Marshal of Rutland, spent
the week-en- d with their parents, Mr. j

and Mrs. Richard Webb.

Mrs. E. I- - Puck and C. Seaprr motor
r.i from CobJeokiH. N- - Y., Saturday
and railed on friend in town, re turn -

ifie home Sunday.
Mr. and Mr. J. J. Shakhc.ber of

Pennington, d Mr. and Mr. WlUr
!Mjtt"on of North Pennington, were

'among the guent at the

tilvtr ueiiiir,g of Mr. and Mr. I. N

Nichols.

NORTH DORSET
( Intended for last week)

' Mrs. Edward P. Fleming and two
'children, who have been the guests of

her parent for several days, have re-

turned to their home in West Rutland,
t Miss Frances Cooney, who accom

panied her uncle, Pernard Cooney,

home from a visit in Malone, N. Y.,

has returned to that city after spend-

ing a month with relatives here.

PERU
(Intended for last week)

Fine autuma weather.
M. J. Hapgood was in Rrattkboro

the first of the week.

tk rmmm families returned to

their homes in New York Saturday
and closed their house here.

Rev. F. H. Hall of Poston, occupied

the pulpit here last Sunday. He ex-

pects to remain here this week and

preach again next Sunday.

For regular action of the bowels;

easy, natural movements, relief of

constipation, try Doan's Regulets. 25c

at all stores. lv

i Ernest Fisher Severely Injured

While returning home from work

last evening, Ernest Fisher of Man-

chester Center, who was riding a bi-

cycle, was struck by an automobile

belonging to and driven by Dr. L. M.

Kellev. and severely injured, it being

reported that both legs were broken.

The accident occurred about nve

o'clock opposite the residence of Mrs.

F. G. Strong while Mr. Fisher was

returning home from his work at J.

P. Wilbur's. ,

Mr. Fisher was assisted into the car

and later taken to the Rutland Hospi-

tal for treatment.

Tho Key.
Misn FonmJ-s- about sixty

years old mi l st'.il d school. It
rn mt Mlioi.t ti:it lie!' i la;' bad to be
vaccinated a: l Kir,r U 1'iw. They
made u terrible f.tss sibe.iit it.

"Oh. pshaw." stiid MU to
them, "that's intlilng. Why, I've been
vaccinated twciity-ui.- c tluies."

"In that once every seven years. Miss
asked James from thf

front row eagerly.
Ami then the class began to figur

with tlielr Angers In the air. New
York Post.

SURSCRIBER, and are contem

while tie waited for hmcd lo brtn
Ihe siiier shawl. IPs lisi.d gripped
his automatic wllh a degree of com-fu- l

III. a ui'ali
licte it is. r.lTeudl." said Ai blued,

iii!i! (tx l iichi in.' Ifme him. Tbla
In the iiet slutw I "

"'piiil nli!" I'll U s ole died naf
' 111 a ;! of Ul'llic l;flioil

Tbe so n.lcl s .IcihI was
.leliuire pie e of duel frosl work tisra-- !

inered oot b.v A limed patient linger
lulo mi e.iiilslie pattern of MiinegraO'
iite flowers slid fiuit Itenteti to alt
in. reddde tlilniicss. re enforced t'f
nuinv a hidden ring and boit. It ft- -

precd In it entirely the lite woi oi
Ihe liiot.il beater.

pi k cNi homed, admired, mbced, ami
i! liivi A limed offeied t thlow U

iirocnd the American' shoulders.
"IXendi may say he tins worn lh

sljvt . shawl." lie said slgnlih anllv.
"Yoll suld. lie Who Hies I' !i cnil-n-

buy II. for he Moiir to It." " re-

minded 1 i k us Achmed lilted I'le Col-lli'.- e

garment nlef Pick's liloud s'lolll-cr- s

end fastened n Utile clui In Pont.
"it s ion t'ght for me." grinned Pick.

"TsUe II o.T, Ai lniii'i" '
pel Achi.ud bal Miat.c'y vanished,

Th door of exit was close-!- The lamp

"UK Willi THU S I ' N CANNOT III T IT.
11)11 III! M.I.ONOS HI IT."

f'.lckered ami Ihe shawl grew tighter
every moment! P'.ck gasped and strug-

gled. His anus were pinioned to lili

sides. What ailed this q r garment
with Its powers of contract ion? Every
expanding movement of his shoulder
seemed lo set In motion some new
mechanism thai drew the torture gar-

ment tlghlir about him. He could not
move his hands, and the thin sharp
edges of the "shawl" cut sharply Into
the llesh about his neck.

Pick realized that death was near,

just as he realized that Pliny Brown
hud wreaked vengeance upon him at
last. The silver shawl must be well

known in this part of the country, for
the very sound of lis name bad sent
Alschld flying toward home.

There was strange thud ling sound
from above; some loose earth Milled
down: then the rolling beams fell III

with a crush, and Pick Moreland. half
blind with pain, bsiked up Into the

pale twilight and saw scattered stars,
the bulk of waving treotopa and

group of fin es around the hole in the
roof of the cave.

The shrill voiee,of Alschld, the drag-

oman, came down from above:
"Effendl!"
"Yes." choked Dick feebly.
Alschld dropped down Into the hole

and live 'minutes later assisted Pick

through the hole in the celling. Tbe
silver shawl was a bruised and shat-

tered aiid, let us hope, a harmless reiiv
mint of Its former self.

When Pick Moreland returned to Sw
York he took with him a new valet-Alsc- hld,

solemnly Important, bis red
fez atp his sleek black head.

On the steamer he saw Pliny Brown. --

That scoundrel smiled blandly and es-

sayed (on versa! Ion. lie nodded to-

ward Alschld. "Your servant, eh?" b

sneered. J

Pick stiffened. "My friend, since he
saved my life, and I have conferred a
title on of the Silver
Khawl.' "

And I'linv Brown slunk out of sight.

They Insisted on Brevity.
The Sj iirtaus we're distinguished for

the brevity mid conciseness of their
spe" h. On one occasion dining a ter-
rible famine t Ik- - i ii I in mt- - of mi is-

land in I lie Aet'eaii siui sei.f nil Mil .'

biiFsa lor to K iiiln. v. ho iiunle n
speech Imploring its nil. He hid
bar by lin.'slie.l lefi ie p e , iirt is
tent him Ii t, liee v.ir!. "We !i I

not i n crstainl l lie end l' ywr si. celi
Mid Im.e lor.- -. lii ii ll,e ls t

Tbe poor, s'.ii .mi,. oo, .!; ,..!

sj'o!,o!ii in ::ad in re-e- d cii.i i

Mill to make I.:.' reqeest tis hilof its
JiosnII le. I!e I !i ' ;e;' re t k v.i h him
a quantity of Mi' l. o; ei cd one
lore the ly and said simply,
"It Is empty; till It."

The sack wits filled as well a the
fliers, but the chief of the assembly

mid as he dismissed the ambassador,
loaded with me.il: "It wasn't nif
tnry to Inform us that Ihe sa. k wa
?Mpty. We saw It ourselves. Nillher
was It io"esnry to reijue-- t us to nil
it. We should luive done It on our
own account, lie es long winded
nest time.'

STEP BY 8TP.
Creat results cannot be achiev-

ed at once, and we mini be satie-fe- d

to advance in life a we
walk etep by etep. Smile.

The Silver
Shawl

Queer Adventure cf an
American In the

Turkish Hills

A By CLARISSA MACK1S

It was in Coiihtautiiioljde nit the steps
of the UomI'ic of St. Sophia that IiJck
More. and ran into the arms of bis
an. cn! i. cmy. I'liiiy ltiown.

"Hello, Morelimti:" frowned the sin
r older mini.

".tli-ei-w- hy It's I'lluy I'.rown:"

ejaculated I'i'k. wllh u sudden vhld
recollection of a lonely coui tiy road,
a gill's frightened sen mil mid his own

strong rlKht arm sending Pliny's evil

fine to tiie dust with h well directed
blow.

tif course Pliny had never forghen
or forgotten. Vet here he was now.

Mmilint. wlfti outstretched band.

li. k shook hands gingerly. "Vou're
a long way from home.' he said stillly.

Tm collecting for the Hulllngton
museum," explained Pliny. "P.ceii up

hack lu the P.eiinid district - led for

sicken hole, too! Lived on bean ' ind
and goat's milk and melons. Whew!"

I'm oiT that waj myself tomorrow,"
enuirlied IMi k. "I've heard the seen

cry Is magnificent."
"(jot your painting kit. I see.' re

joined Itrown.
Hick s!iirieil his easel and paint box-t-

the oilier bund. "Piying for my

bread and butler as I go along." he

grinned. "Well, good by, Hrown."

llootlliy." said the other; then he

stopped and called sharply, "Oh. I

say. Mure'and!"
"Yes?" Pick- - turned around.
"If you're up in the ltcurud district

be sure to slop st El Progor. n scrap
of :i iliiigc on the mountain where
thev in il.e the most wonderful shawls
In the w orld. Ask" for Achmed llnnmn
mid say I sent word he was to show

you the sliver shawl."
'The silver shawl? Sounds lather

interesting."
"It is interesting." Brown's dry

cackling laugh echoed down the empty
street.

I Uek stared ufter him with curling
lip.

"Poor old dufTer"' be muttered. "IPs
efforts to be agreeable sound like the
evil cai hinnatlons of the villain In the

play."
Ph k Morelund thought little more of

Pliny Brown, so unexpectedly met in

this fa roff corner of the world. There
were plenty of American tourists in

Constantinople in these days before
the great war. and be had run across
several ae(iialiitances hi his wanderin-

g-",. Now his mind was engaged in

planning for the trip he was taking
Into the Iieiirad hills. lie had en-

gaged a horse, a donkey to carry his

pack and Als' hid, a sleepy eyed drago-

man, us guide.
The next morning they started, while

the Bosporus shimmered with the first

rays of the sun. From a hundred mln-nre- ts

came the queer chanting call of
Muezzins summoning the world to
prayer. Birds sung in the thorn bushes
beside the road, ami the smell of Jas-

mine and roses was painfully sweet.
Hick whistled with. the very Joy of

living, while his eyes roved, ever
searching for some subject for his
brush. lie passed by many a pictur-
esque villa, wayside well smothered In
flowers and dusty onravan wending Its
way neross the desert. No matter
how he longed to stop and pnlnt these
alluring things, he had' set himself a
task to paint the wild ruggedness of
the Beurad hill, their tierce fantasy of
crag and peak and crinkling water- -

BAT I BENT WOHD HK WAS TO SHOW TOU

THE SILVEK SHAWL."

falls, the oecflsional glimpse of a wild!
goat of the solitary figure of a shep
herd of the bills driving his ragffed
flock to greener pastures.

On the morning of the fourth day
Pbk carefully put away completed
picture and ate a hasty luncheon of
fresh date and milk.

"Where are we now, Alschld?" he

asked his guide.
The dragoman arose from bis sett

beside his coffee cup and bowed hum-

bly.
'Kffendl. we are near El Progor."

"Kl Progor? Ah, the place of
ehawlsr

'There are shawls made there; Ef--

fendi." ,

'The rn't beautiful In tbe world T

The Scicnt iic Way to Keep Your

Homes.

EASY FOR ALL CONCERNED.

Why Not Discard the Back Breaking
Spring and Fall Bouts of Old end
Clean One or Two Rooms Well Each
Month? Modern Women Are Doing
Thi With Success.

IXery housewife dread the awful
boilecleHuintt period which comes tsith

spring mid autumn. The oveistrkt,
too coiiwleiitions housewife observes
Imth MrfflM.aiid religiously cleans ev-

ery room In her bouse twice a year.
Almost every woman cleans house at
least once a year, either in spring or
In autumn.

It Iiiin always seemed more sensible
for city dwellers to have their house-cleanin- g

period In tbe autumn ratber
than in the spring. In tbe first place,
the average city apartment Is closed

up for tbe summer when Its occupants
leave town (lining the hot weather.

Inirliig the hot weather much more
dust sifts through windows and doors
from the street and settles on the fur-

niture l linn In the w inter, so that when
the autumn arrives another cleaning
1s needed.

CoiisoUfijy It has always seemed
more to the toint to clean your home
In the nut mini ami have it neat and
In good order for occupation all

through the winter. Nowwe might
suggest that. Instead of devoting ten

days or a fortnight to uninterrupted
bouse work, you take a room at a time
and do one room a week.

This bleu, or one similar to It, origi-
nated in the brain of it clever house-
wife who had dreaded the very idea
of the annual lioiiKe' leiinlng for years.
She bud hutcd all the heavy work,
bunched in together for one long
stretch. Finally the Idea occurred to
her that by dolic one room a month
she would do away with that hated
period. This housewife had a sis room

apartment, and she found that by
cleaning one room the first Thursday
in every month she gave every room a

hoiisei leaiilng Iwiee a year.
So she started putting the idea Into

execution. The lirst mouth she cleaned
the living room, the second the dining
room, the third one of the bedrooms,
the fourth the Kitchen, the liftli the
second bedroom mid the sixth a little
room which was used us a sort of

study and the bathroom as well, be-

cause both were small enough to doln
one day. Then the seventh month she

began all over again.
It made no difference In the affairs

of the house, because she arose a little
earlier one Thursday a month and did
extra baking and cooking for that
Thursday on the day preceding.

She found that this method did away
with nil the unsettled state usually at-

tendant on housecleaiiing periods and,
still more important, relieved her from
all that which so of-

ten follows a too thorough housecleaii-

ing.
When you have the house once in

condition you enn adopt some such
schedule Hiid give up one day a month
to cleaning thoroughly one room. Yon

will surely be delighted with this or- -

riiiigement if you once try it.

HER SCHOOL COAT.

Hoydens Like Best Plain Clothes That
Are Comfy.

Prune brown broadcloth Is hero used
for this duriihle garment. The skirt
Is corded on to a round yoke 'closed

Till MOMTOH.

ltb ball htittons. and tb dbitow belt
) tii keI to simulate' the cording.

fKs k-- t lids smarten tip the
efl.M Tbe bat Is brown velours.

Get Your Name in the

"The silver shawl!" Pi. k laughed'
oddly und lisiked over at 1'ie s nlleicdj
group of houses called PI Progor, j

What whs iheieln the inciilion of toe
silver shawl that ha I sent A!w bid lly
lug In sis h liiind. unreasoidiig lerroi ?

Whs it some native supeislitlon"; lh
resolvl lu kfcp his own counsel alioiit
the silver shawl until he came fne to
face wllh Achined llaroim. wlioin
BroH n hud mentioned as the keeper of
the shawl.
. A lirlglil eyed hid poked an Impilsl
live bead around a bush, and Pick
hired 1 a i in to slay and watch the horses.
Then, with the ludcu puck animal in

train, be entered the village and In

quired the n ay to the house of A' liiin d

IIlll'OUII.
Ai limed I la roil n was not a dealer In

silken sIihwIm, as might have been cx
pis-teil-

. He was a beater of gold and
silver and copper, ami his tiny cme-llk-

shop hollowed out of the ro k of
the hillside showed shelves of exquis
Itely wrought and pierced metal work'
lie whs working on the handle of n

selmitnr. striking tiny musical blows
with minute tools. Ills loqg white
beard was tied up on a knot out of (he

wny, and his turban showed the green
emblem of a pilgrimage to Mecca.

"Is this the house of Achmed Ha
nam?" asked Pick, bending his tali
head to enter the doorway.

The old Turk bowed gravely and
pointed to the rug before his low ta-

ble.

"Be seated. IXendl," lie suld oourte
ously.

"You are a maker of shawls''' ai ked

Hick. sillliiL' down and lighting a i'ai
Aolimed shook his head. "I am a

lieator of metals," he said, with a sort

of hiuiglily pride.
"Perhaps I've made a mistake. I'm

. . .. . . i i r
sure crown sum it was ine iiouse oi
Achmed llaroun." muttered Ph k.

"Puroiin? You speak of ICR'om.l I! ;

roun?" demanded the old man eagerly.
"Yes; he silld to tell yoll to show

Hie sl'ver shawl."
A silence fell upon the little shop.

Aemiied's wrinkled hands fell nerve
lessly tn the table. The Utile tools
tinkled as they scattered; It almost
seemed ns though the two men ceased
to breathe. Achmed's eyes glowed
like twin coals of fire; his pasty fa e

was drawn lu fear.
Pick sat rigidly, wondering what had

liiipp"ened to paralyze Achmed with
fear. Was It the same terror that had
sent Alschld wllh flying feet toward
home' Was It the mention of the sil-

ver shawl? What strange thing was

this thnt.gulvanlzed one man and para-

lyzed another?
"Well?" he snapped sharply.
Still Achmed stared with burping

ryes that bored right through the Amcr
lean's silk shirt collar.

Dick iinjolnted his tall form. "How
about the silver shawl?" he asked
Irascibly.

"Hush!" i Achmed's voice hissed

through the cell. "You really-me- an

It?" he quavered.
"Why, yes. It's what I came for."
"Iteturii at sundown," advised Ach

tiled. "Knock thrice at my door. F.f

fend!."
"Very well." And Pick went relue.

tantly.
At sunset or a few minutes after the

faithful had turned their faces toward
Mecca, Pick knocked three times at
the closed door of Achmed's shop. It

opened noiselessly, am he entered to
find the shop dark, hut a light shin-

ing: through parted curtains at Ihe
back. The light came from a lamp
placed far down the length of a nar-
row corridor that seemed to lead into
tbe heart of the hill.

Achined was standing by the lamp,
bin beard gripped tightly in one wrin-
kled haii0 his black eyes blazing with
some lu wit rd tire.

"You see. I am on time," return-be-

Pick.
"EfTemli Is overanxious," remarked

Aolimed dryly. "Follow me." lie led
tho way down a cross passage and
turned again Into a damp, earthy
smelling room. The beamed ceilings
sagged as with the weight of earth
a hove them.

"Rather a damp place to keep
shawls," criticised pick when the
rough door had closed behind them.
He felt a vague feeling of uneasiness
In this underground place-- . He w'as

glnd he had fi:i,- armed himself. Ho
told himself rather grimly that he
should have remembered that I'lluy
Itrown would not have Sent him to any
plnce for any good, instinct prompt-
ed him to mispe t treachery.

"My shawl does not mind the damp-
ness," w hined Achmed as lie burrowed
in a carved chest In one corner. i

"Is It for sale?''
"You mean the silver shawl?"'
"Of course. Po yon want to sell it?"
Achmed laughed eerily. "Who would

buy'" he cackled. "lie who tries it
on cannot buy It. for he belong to It."

"To the silver shawl?"
"To the sliver shawl," cmue back!

Achmed' muffled voice from tbe cor
ner where he knelt before the chest.

I'i' k vin not much impressed. II!
was usej to the niioisti tneatric or
he oriental, but something in Achmed's

rolce sent a queer shiver down tbe
American's spine. He wondered if the
nigs swaying against the drafty wall

swealed assassin. He wondered If

New Telephone Directory

IF YOU ARE A TELEPHONE

plating any change that will alTect your listing in the lelephone

Directory, you should Rive your order at once.

IF YOU ARE NOT A TELEPHONE SUBSCRIBER there are only

a few days left in which to Rive your order so that your name may

appear ccrrectly in the next issue of the Directory.
Orders taken at the local office

or by telephoning the local nian- -

gfr.

New England Telephone s Telegraph Co.
W. E. BISSELL, Manager.

1 WANTED
Summer Cottage Sites

in Vermont
One f greatest opportunities is the attraction of

rri':.s Mho will purchase cottage sites for summer homes.
Many ideal locations for such homes are now wast lands; hill

slopes and mountain-sid- e locations, with good views, are par-

ticularly desirable.
The Stnte Publicity Rureau will shortly publish a "Cot-

tage Site" Uokict. and descriptions of suitable proper-
ties will be published fnc of charge. Send complete
description and information at once to

GUY W. BAILEY, Secretary of State,,
Essex Junction, Yt

IVescriptions may be left with Mr. W. H. Crockett, represent-
ing the Publicity Bureau at the New England Fruit Show at
Muntpelier, Nov. 14 to 18. 29-- 2

Insisted Db k.


